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" They cried a lot the first day, especially Poliushka. . . .
But now it's just as though they'd come to some agreement,
and they never talk about her in front of us. But last nighf
I heard Mishatka quietly crying. . . . He'd put his head
under the pillow so as not to be heard. ... I went to him
and asked : ' What's the matter, darling ? Would you like
to come and lie with me ? ' But he says : ' It's all right,
granny; I must have been crying in my sleep. . . .' You
talk to them, have pity on them. Yesterday morning I
heard them talking to each other in the porch. Poliushka
was saying : ' She'll come back to us. She's young, and the
young don't die,' They're still foolish, but their little hearts
ache as though they were grown up. ... I expect you're
hungry. Sit down and I'll get something ready for you;
what are you sitting dumb for ? "
Gregor went into the best room. He behaved as though
he had found his way there for the first time in his life : he
looked attentively around the walls, and rested his gaze
on the bed. It had been made, and its pillows were puffed
up. On that bed Natalia had died, from that bed her voice
had sounded for the last time. He imagined her saying
good-bye to the children, kissing them and, perhaps, signing
the cross over them. And once more, as at the moment
when he had read the telegram telling of her death, he felt
a sharp, stabbing pain in his heart, a muffled ringing in
his ears.
Every little thing in the house reminded him of Natalia.
His memories of her were indestructible and tormenting.
For some reason he went from room to room, visiting them
all, then hurriedly went out, almost ran on to the steps^
The pain in his heart seared more and more. A sweat beaded
his brow. Fearfully pressing his palm against his left breast,
he went down the steps, thinking : " This old grey nag has
galloped up a steep hill or two ! "
Dunia was walking his horse about the yard. By the
granary the horse resisted the rein, and halted to snuff at the
earth, stretching out its neck and rolling back its upper lip,
laying bare the yellow plates of its teeth. Then it snorted
and awkwardly bent its hind legs. Dunia pulled on the
rein, but the animal paid no attention, and began to lie
down.
" Don't let him roll over ! " Pantaleimon shouted from the